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“ON THE LINE” 


Although the Council of the Royal Academy trust that the notices of the works will not appear until AFTER THE PRIVATE VIEW DAY, an exception has been 
made in our case, and we are enabled to present to our readers an Illustration of THE Picture of the Year. 


‘Twas Friday, at the Private View | That lofty brow, seraphic smile; 


Of pictures great, and grand, and new! 
He came, he gazed. Yes, there he hung 
The Hero we so oft have sung! 


“Anh! him as painted me's struck ile!” 
He listed to the passers-by, 
And heard them say, “Oh, what a guy!” 


MAY OAV MINGLE PERIODS. . | THE HORRORS OF THE INQUISITION. 


CHAPTER I. 

Wao is there, say among Cook's Tourists, whose soul has not 
sickened at the story of the hideous tortures inflicted upon the 
beautiful, but bitterly wretched, Beatrice. My blood curdles 
whilst I think of it. 
| ‘Poor, unfortunate, lovely Beatrice. Most wrongfully accused 
| of Le fol/ pe in the murder of her father, who was really pro- 

cured to be assassinated by her mother, she was immured m the 
horrible dungeon still shown in the Castle of San Angie. and 
taken out thence from time to time to be tortured with all the 
exquisite refinements of cruelty which the devilish ingenuity o! 
man could invent, so as to compel her to confess that of which 
she was innocent. But although the lovely and tender body of 
| this young girl was almost torn asunder by these fiendish tor- 
ments, her conscious innocence still remained unshaken. 

“ Furious with their failure, they bound her long and beautiful 
j 4 = : q f f hair toarunning noose, attached to the rings in the ceiling 
your ole mar’ “ay, UY, Oe a 7 ie . Z if 4 4, 1 above, which was constantly jerked up and down by this from 

5 Ee sees y the roof to the floor, while sharp cords, tied about each tinger, 
ut I fixes it so'> Laid ye | nearly twisted them out of joint, dragging at the same time the 
od as a blow-out 1 Time, the Present. 2. In our Youtn. 3. i § | hand almost from the bone of the arm, while a block of burning 


——— 
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wood was a to the soles of the feet. At last, yielding to the sup- 
senor of her family, who with a refinement of hellish malice were 

rought in to witness her sufferings, she consented to confess, and 
agreed to adinit every interrogatory which her cruel judges put to her. 

“(On the scaffold the story of her sufferings and innocence, and the 
sight of her beauty so inflamed the spectators, that repeated efforts 
were made by bands of excited young men to effect her rescue ; but 
these were of uo avail. The guards beat them back, and her quivering 
head was exposed to the horror-stricken crowd by the executioner.” 

When Blood-Stained Bill had concluded this thrilling narrative, to 
which the Captain of the Guard had listened in rapt attention, the 
latter asked, perhaps pardonably, what it had qt to do with Bill, 
Alexander, Mildewed Muggins, and Moth-Eaten Matilda breaking into 
the Strong Room of the Bank of England, and why, even if it were 
true, he should allow them to cart out gold by the sack. Having asked 
this, he paused a moment to use his ket-handkerchief, and, whilst 
thus employed, Alexander and Bill fell on, bound, and gagged him 
with lightning-like rapidity. 

They always travelled with gags and ropes in their pockets, to be pre- 
pared for emergencies. : 

To escape with the gold was the next thought. But the weight was 
tremendous. 2 

What to do now was the question. With frantic struggles, with the 
exertion of almost superhuman strength, the Dauntless Boys each 
dragged a sack of gold towards the hole in the floor, under which 
Muggins and Matilda were waiting. But as they approached its oe 
the weight of the sacks caused the undermined flags to give way, and, 
with « wild and piercing shriek, they fell in, sacks and all; and then, 
the united weight of all six besides the flag-stones breaking away the 
tloor beneath, they, with hollow groans of agony, were precipitated 
headlong into a black and yawning abyss, full of thick and filthy water, 
slime, and mud. ae 

The horrible liquid closed over their heads, and over their ill-gotten 
treasure. Then all was still. 

(To be continued next week.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*, Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to answer 
Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their Queries— 
particularly the queerest. 

—_——— 

SELINA P—s, (Bermondsey).—Miss Sloper is much obliged for P real 
nice long letter, which contains much that is true. ——PsYCuE (Bristol). — 
Toutsie’s photo, and the Eminent’s autograph herewith. Sorry his 
memory won't serve him as regards Gales, ROMAN ” BILL (Sowerby 
Bridge).—ALLY is much obliged for the cutting from paper about Foot- 
hall at Halifax. It's a long time since he played ; even now he's a good 
‘* forward " though.——Maupb WINTER ( ase) — will be ver: 
pone frente Spee slippers worked by you. A Prize Poem will 

one of the things to be tly. —“ Jox."—‘* Not for Joe,” thank 
you.u——AN ADMIREK oY TooTsiE (Birmingham).—ALLY feels most 
flattered by your letter, and sends his autograph and daughter's portrait 
with m sure.——WM. Waoonre (Leste), —The Eminent is de- 
lighted with your congratulatory epistle.—— ADOLPHUS NATHANIEL. — 

hanks for the order. I suppose if we can get the *‘ Old Tom” on tick, 
you wouldn't mind settling Ua uccount ?——Frep's DaRLIna.— Tootsie 
will send her portrait with pleasure, +4 you will let her know your 
address, No stamps ired, —E. F, E.—See the Notice in last week's 
paper, as regards le Macs portrait. Lord Bob has not had his 
taken yet. VINCENT HEY BERESFORD (Hythe).—Afiss Sloper's love, 
and she sends her rait. She is delig to hear that the fellows at 
the School of Musketry take such an interest in her and “‘ Poor Papa.’ 

The Eminent accepts, with thanks, your invitation to call at the Junior 

United Service, and, in return, will be to see you at the 

“‘Spooferies.”"——T. P.—A gentleman should always walk on the out- 

side of a lady, no matter what the relationship may be. —‘‘ Sans 

CHANGER” (Hounslow).—ALLY's autograph, with much pleasure, is now 

sent, —W. M. C. SEABROOKE, —The Sloper family accept with pleasure 

your kind invitation to a picnic ; to use the of the poet, “ They 
are all on the job.” Ww. LigtH (Aberdeen).—On no account will we 
qive permission to you to use the letters F. O. 8S. after your name. It 
has been repeatedly pointed out that the Honour is reserved for those 


“Not 


*,* The announcement of the Winner of the £2: 2: 0 ‘ Beauty PrizE” 
will be made in the ‘‘ HaLr-HoLipay” for May 9th. 


Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday 


is published every THURSDAY at Two O'CLOCK, so that it may be 


on sale everywhere first thing Friday Morning. 
Rates uF SUBSCRIPTION 
To any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canuda, and United 
States of America, post-frce. 
3 months... 18 8d | 6 months . . 
12 months . 60 6d. 
P.0.0.'s payable to W. J. SINKINS. 


99 SHoz Lang, FLeet Street, Lonpon, E.C. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
_-—— 
‘‘NgGoTIaTIons for Peace!” said Mrs. Sloper, reading a contents bill 
outside a newsvendor’s. ‘Why, I thought they hanged him long ago. 
But there, he's that clever he's been and tricked them again !” 


. Se, 3d. 


* 
How doth the gamble-pamble lamb employ the live-long day, 
In lying down and kicking up, because it is his war i 
Yet food, and staid, and proper lambs they should not do the same, 
For fear that Grundy-pundy say o) fi-fy-fi for shame ! 


« HANDSOME is as hansom does.” There is something wrong about 
this proverb. We consider it unhandsome to do anybody, but a man 
who dves a poor hansom cabby must be very low in the scale of crime. 


Brown was chafting Mrs. B. for being silly, and asked her when she 
was going to have a lucid interval, as it would be quite a treat for her. 
She retorted, ‘‘It would be no change for you to have one, dear. All 
your intervals are loose-head/"” 4 » 


* 
‘* An! ever thus from childhood’s hour, 
I’ve known my finest teeth decay ! 
I never felt one’s aching power, 
But 'twas the first to break away. 
I never tried the stuffs they sell 
To make my gnawing twinges fly, 
But when I thought ‘twas getting well, 
I found the cure was a finy eye!’” 


A STRANGE thing happens to SLOPER now and then. If he is indis- 
posed, his sense of touch becomes impaired. He does not “feel well,” 
1e says. This is almost worthy the attention of one of our medical 


contemporaries. o* 


* 
“Saat !” cried Uncle Boffin, very loudly ; ‘‘Smith, he’s the biggest 
fool alive.” 
‘‘My dear, my dear,” said Uncle Boffin’s wife, ‘‘you forget yourself.” 
7? 


THis is a wonderful age. The: * are opening shops everywhere to 
retail the Tempestuous Ocean by the path ' 2 

You can have your choice, too. ‘English Channel” is the cheapest, 
“North Sea” the next, and ‘‘ Rolling Atlantic” and ‘ Bay of Biscay in 
a Storm” a penny a gallon extra. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HMALF-HOLIDAY. 


s » 


FASHION FANCIES. 
No. 58.—‘' The Royal Academee” Costume. 


It is rumoured in mili 


circles that the Mahdi has been appointed 
_ Aid 1 


e-Camp wd Wolseley. 


What does this represent? Why, Pilgrims FANCY SKETCH. 
on their way to Worship at the Shrine of | ‘Othelle, the Moore of Burgess, 
A. Storer. Ginger Beer, 1d. per bottle. =| in his youth.” 


Is it Irving as Macbeth? 
Terry as MacGregor! 
its Maclean, though 


BEL 


Not Then it's 


THE BOATING SEASON. No, it isn't cither; but 


“Wha'ter ye say?" 


[Saturday, May 2, 1885, 


“how 


‘My dear,” said, the other day, the Duchess to the Count — 


your boots are! Why don’t you give up your stu 


i 
as thought of doing so ” replied the Countess, ‘but then 
it ah pion unkind. Hes my father, you know.” ; i 
And yet the low Radical prints pretend there is no home affection 


among the upper crusts. ** 


Wuy does a lover of the weed resemble the owner of the favourite in 
a doakey vies Bienes, don't you see, he likes tobaccy smoke (to 
back his moke). A-ha! 


“Lay on, Macduff,” the kilted warrior cries, 
But why, has ever been a question vext ; 
Though not alone in Shakespeare's tragedies 

This passage needs revising as to text. 


While thus it stands the sense is veiled in gloom, 
Dele the comma and tis clear enough, 
Namely, “‘ My fears proclaim my cot doom, 
Back me no longer, friends— y on Macduff! 
* 


7° 
* 


Tue Ba-lamb is young mutton in its mint-saucy youth. It comes in 
with peas and new potatoes, and is pla ly inclined. Stern moralists 
object to the ba-lamb because it gambols on the Sabbath. Some people 
have a splash of soup, and a bit of fish, and lamb to follow. Mary had 
a lamb; but she wasn't allowed followers at her last place. There used 
to be a lot of lambs’ tails’ in Shakespeare, but they were taken out by 
an ancestor of A. SLOPER's, and made into a separate book called 
“Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare.” . 

* 
THE fear goes by of bad catarrh, 
Rheumatics and sore throats, 
And some there are who go so far 
As leaving off great-coats. 
But, treach’rous month, you make we grieve, 
You 've oft led me astray ; 
ForI paeee es can ive, 
And very likely May. 


* 

Brown came home late the other night from a public dinner, dis- 
guised in the entative state of liquor. Sous 

“It's not any good your talking,” wound bo Bape as he made un- 
steady shots with the extinguisher at the chamber candle. ‘‘ You're all 
wrong; women always are, and always were from the very beginning. 
Why, talkin’ of my goin’ to this dinner, why you seem to forget that it 
was woman who first tempted man to eat. A—ha, Mrs. B!’ 

‘* Yes,” said Mrs. B., cuttingly, as she snuffed out the candle with a 
steady hand, ‘‘bué man took to drink on his own accuunt afterwards. 
A—ha, Mr. B!” 

It was no good Brown pretending to be asleep. 


* 

For May.—This is called ‘‘The merry month of May” because it is 
generally « more particularly miserable month than all the others put 
together. It is neither one thing nor t’other thing, neither summer nor 
winter ; if you wear your top coat you'll be thought top heavy, and it 

u sit in your back garden without a hat you'll be called light-headed. 
Racing men have a good deal to say for themselves this month, some of 
them e quite horse over it. This is also a great month for ‘ morals.” 
Many folks “‘ make books,” turn over new leaves, and become betfer-s. 


* 

THERE’s just now rather a run on Dutch dictionaries. Dutch is the 
cheese, and the Doubler the more so. The créme de la créme are order- 
ing Dutch ovens at the Stores. Dutch metal is looking up, and, if any- 
thing, the market is rather overstocked with Dutch courage. 

* 


+ 

THE spell is broken when we own 

The girl who made us feel love's fever ; 
We ly smile, and wish we'd known 

Her temper, ere too late to leave her. 
Each curtain lecture brings the thought 

Of all the woes of wedding’s charter ; 
And he who had an angel sought 

But lives to find he's caugh a tartar. 


THE good sixpenny weekly the Countess takes in tells its lady readers, 
‘* Boots and shoes require particular attention now that they are so much 
seen.” This speaks volumes ! Think it over, young men! 


TALKING of boots and shoes, Lady Mary’s is a pretty good old beetle 


crusher, and no mistake. 

At the Duchess’s Romp last Friday, Lord Bob, after Puss in the 
Corner, pe up something about the size of an ordinary punt, and 
asked whose it was. 

“Oh, it’s my left shoe,” cried her lad: 


yship. 
“Only your left!” said Lord Bob. I thought it was both.” 


* 
* 
ALMOST avery ede, hails the advent of Spring, except fellows whose 
clothes are awfully shabby and who have exhausted their credit with 
their tailors. Spring ins are nice ‘things when you take a short cut 
over somebody else's palings and tread on the wire. Spring guns pop, 
and so do winter blankets, but not for much. Perhaps the best plan is 
to ask Uncle Attenborough to spring a little; but even then it is pro- 
bable you won't get more than the market value. 


THE Honourable Billy drove us down to ge in his dog-cart, the 
other day, but coming back we had to tie him in the back seat, and Lord 
Bob tied the whip in his hand so that he shouldn’t drop it and might 
fancy he was driving. ore 

* 


Halt, May! May hail 
Calls forth a piteous wail, 
And the birds can’t sing for wheezing, 
And with colds we all are sneezing. 
With thermometer at ing, 
Who can call such weather pleasing ? 
May’s the time, I sup, ose, 
When the rose 


Blows, 
But the blows that I knows now are those of the nose. 


* 

Now for some fashionable movements. The Countess’s winkle tea 
last Tuesday was well attended. The company came provided with 
their own pins. The Dook Snook doesn’t get at his winkles in that 
way. He cracks them with a hammer, which he carries with him for 
that purpose in his coat-tail pocket. - 

* 


Some ladies have a deep, flat pocket, made like a e envelope, 
placed just over the hem of the petticoat at back, pl pel to con- 
tain a night-dress, a pair of extra shoes and stockings, a few brushes 
and combs, a pot of pomatum, some pores handkerchiefs, and other 
useful articles. The skirt should not, however, be tied back too tight, 
for fear the pocket should bulge out a little. 

on 


* 
THE natures of beasts are re- 
. The thought of it makes me weepish ; 
The sheep to bullies here are changed, 
And the bulls they all look sheepish. 


My beste you may think prone is fe 
t ’tis true, e one has allowed, 
The cows are all of them dogged, 

The dogs are all of them cowed, 


* 

SOMEUNE has found out that the wearing of beard and moustache ha- 
a tendency to prolong life. Longevity ceased rapidly, they say, in al! 
nations when for fashion’s sake the razor was brought into use. 
“Statistics show that among people who have never worn whiskers, D0 
matter how simple their habits of life, old age isa rare thing.” In tine, 
men who shave cut short their lives as well as their beards. This i- 
worth thinking over. 


ha: 
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MISS SLOPER, MISS JENNY, MISS VESTA, 
MISS NELLIE, AND ALL THE OTHER 
MISSES AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


—_—e— 


No oe girl should neg- 
lect to attend a performance at the 
Alhambra at least once. 

Charley Morton is the most urbane 
and courteous of acting rs, and 
last Saturday, when he took his bene- 
fit, it was a big bumper, and the way 
in which the theatre element came 
forward to assist, and lowered them- 
selves or rose (which you like) to the 
Music Hall level, was delightful to 
look upon. 

Charley Morton is justly termed, 
the Dook tells me, the Father of the 
Modern Masic Hall, and that, years 
and years ago—before [ was born, he 
supreme. But then, the Dook 
says, there were no such things as 
stalls at Music Halls, and upstairs 
cost more money than the body of the 
hall, where the stalls now are; but 
that the price of any place was not 
ruinous, which perhaps accounts for 
the Dook being numbered among the 
Canterbury patrons, He says, too, 
that choruses were much in vogue in 
the early days, ou sees om 
operas sung in ordinary evening dress; 
but that the comic singers were the 
grag favourites, the two most popu- 
lar at the Canterbury being Mackney 
and Sam Cowell. 
“It makes me feel old,” says the 
Dook, ‘‘ to look back and think of the 
songsters whose voices, even in my 
memory, are hushed for ever. I cer- 
tainly can remember quite well the 
niggers in the street si ig ‘Jim 
Crow’ and ‘Jim a long Josey,’ and 
A Swan. wearing costumes much the same as 
those worn by the black gentlemen who 
sing in the streets. I remember, as though it were but yesterday, Sam 
Cowell —- his ‘ Billy Barlow,’ and Herr Von Joel, ever retained 
beneath Pad y Green's itable roof, to whistle on walking-sticks, 
and imitate ‘de trush and de plackpird.’ And the pasty-faced little 
boys, with their ever choruses of Choughs and Crows, which, 
unlike themselves, poor d little goblins, to roost had gone. And he 
who in the cellars in Maiden Lane ’ 
chanted the dirge of Samuel Hall 
Chimney Sweep, which, once, all 
male London rushed to see and 
hear. Unless I am much mis- 
taken, I recognised him only a 
few years ago the chorus 
or utility in an opéra bouffe at this 


very bra. And one Jack 
Sharp, whose face rises before my 
eyes as I write, I saw him at 
auxhall the very last of the 

y_ last “oo of that long- 


very dru 
hc who 


, he was 
house, and there rested his poor 
bones, and died in peace.” 

I observe that at a certain hour 
in the evening the Dook is apt to 
get maudlin and cry in the corner 
of the box if Lord Bob won't 
lend him half a crown. 

Decidedly no well-regulated 
girl should miss the Alhambra. 

The Two Macs are eal Crag 
their travesty of an acrobatic act 
is a thing to scream at. Mlle. 
Chelli performs her feats of bal-, ac 
ancing on the bar with wonderful “ 
nerve, whilst a plump gentleman 
looks on, ready to catch her if she 
falls, ‘ons, Trewey, who is one 
of the most dexterous of jug- 
glers, accomplishes his various feats in finished style. Mr. Coborn is a 
very clever singer and character delineator. Vesta Tilley wears boy's 
clothes as though she had been made for them, and fetches the house 
down with her Address to the Girls. Néllie LEstrange, too, is very 
good; but the one to go and see, and hear, is Jenny Have you 
ever heard Nellie Farren sing her Street Arab ? If so, and you 
liked it, go and hear Jenny’s song of the Match Git. It is one of the 
most extraordinarily realistic creations you ever came across, 


MLte. CAEL, 
The Marvellous Equilibriste. 


MLLF. SAMPIFTRO. Miss MaTHRws, 
The ballets are very pretty, and so are the ballet-girls (I am a jud 
tte oe most fetching, On the The, the How ble ly nee 
€ a year some people go swan-catching, and, when caught, 
mark them with a T, like the pat-a-cake baker did to the cake. sis 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


IMPORTANT! 
= 
To celebrate the commencement of the Second Year of publication or 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” 
The Eminent has conferred his 


AWARD OF MERIT 


Upon the following Ladies and Gentlemen, the Qualification being stated 
beneath each name. 


FREDK. BaRNarD, 
Because he's funny. 
Jan Van Begrs, 
Because of his Salon Parisien, 
PAYLLIs Brovonton, 
Because she's so nice looking. 


F. C. BURNAND. 


Because he's the Editor of ‘' Punch.” | 


VioLet CAMERON, 
Because she's qot married, 
Crrrawin, 
Because he's got a white eye, 
LorD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL, 
Because he's heen to India, 
NELLIE FARREN, 
Because she deserves it, 
W. S. GILBERT, 
Because he wrote ' The Mikado,” 


Conniz GILCHRIST, 
Because she is. 


CHARLES GODFREY, 
Because ‘‘ He's a stroll down 
the Strand-ity.” 
Baron ALBERT GRANT, 
Because he's fond of Company. 
Grorck GROSSMITH, 
Because he's a Lord High Executioner, 
Husert Herxomer, A.R.A. 
Because of his Art Schools, 


W. J. An, 
Because he’s fat. 


Kate LEAMAR, 
Because she’s a friend of ALLY's. 


Sm Frepk. Leicuton, 
Because he's President of the 
Royal Academ., 


G. D. Leste, R.A., 
Because he admires Baxter. 
H. Stacey Marks, RA., 
Because he takes in the 
“Hatr-Houipay,” 
Joun Everett MILais, RA., 
Because he's a grand Painter, 
G. W. Moore, 
Because he never performs out 


of London, 
W. J. PENLEy, 
Because he ‘* Don't lilee London,” 
ARTHUR ROBERTS, 
Because of ‘The Dotlet.” 
Grorae R. Sms, 
Because of his Last Chance,” 
H. Newson SMITA, 
Because he's a ** Little Sentinel.” 
FLoRENcE St. JOHN, 
Because she sings heantifully. 
Sm ARTHUR SULLIVAN, 
Because ALLY admires his music. 
ALMA TaDema, R.A, 
Beca 


use of his Pictures, 
JoHN TENNIEL, 
Because of his Cartoons, 


Frank HOtt, R.A., 
Because he's the best Portrait Painter. 
WituiaM HOLiann, 
Because he's the People's William, 
Henry Irvine, 
Because he's come back from America, 


CHARLES KEENE, 
Because he’s a Comic Artist. 


ELLEN TERRY, 
Because she's perfoct, 

Gorpon THOMsoN, 

Because he's liked by everybody. 
J. 1. Toowe, 

Because of *‘ The Upper Crust.” 
BEERBOHM TREE, 
Because of his Acting. 


*,* It may be interesting to our Readers to know that the Award 
carries with it the title of F.0.S. A. SLOPER trusts that those of his 
Admirers who have not yet risen to the Eminence y the Ladies and 
Gentlemen mentioned above, will please look sharp it, so that he 
may place them likewise upon the Pedestal of Fame. Those who con- 
bar the Emi ae in are Qualifications, Mech af vuflerenth 

inent, stating their ifications, which, if sufficiently 
deserving, would meet with every consideration at the hands of A. SLOPER. 
The successful names will appear in THE MONTHLY List OF AWARDS, 
which is about to be started in consequence of the numerous requests from 
distinguished persons, 


THE DEMAND FOR 


THB FULL-LENGTH PORTRAIT 
In Colours, measuring 174 in. x 114, of 


ALLY SLOPHR, Hsa. 
THE EMINENT LITTERATEUR, 


has been so much greater than we can cope with, that it will be many 
weeks before all the Applications can be attended to. Second Applica- 
tions will not in any way hasten the delivery of the Portrait, which will 
be dispatched with as little delay as possible. 


99, SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


A MUSICIAN'S BAD BUSINESS. 


THOROUGHLY disgusted with the life of a musician, and hankering 
after a respectable anent business, | advertised for a er, stat- 
i Line fact = I had Pong = to ou gic and = id give unre- 

personal attention, &c. received ninety-three propositions 
—and such propositions ! Whoever wishes to buy a half-crown's worth 
of knowledge how people live, or hope to live, let him spend that sum 
in advertising for a partner, hinting at the same time that four or five 
thousand pounds are ‘‘in the wind,” beyond the capital he personally 
proposes investing. 

Several of my correspondents declined naming their business, but pro- 
mised, in a confidential interview, to open my eyes to mines of gold. I 
met several of these mysterious nages, and one of them was actually 
a “smasher,” who proposed that I should join him in the business, He 
showed me counterfeit coin and bank-notes, told me if I exposed him it 
would be certain death, but if I joined him I should reap a rich and safe 
harvest. He needed the £1,000 to purchase materials, which included 
gold and silver, ingots, water-marked paper, costly engraved plates, 
rare presses, and galvanic batteries. 

A sedate farmer-looking individual, (dressed in seedy semi-clerical 
costume, applied. He wished to join me in an oat speculation. He 
said he was a broken-down merchant, but by dressing in the garb of a 
preaching farmer, and buying a horse and waggon, he thought a protit- 
able trade could be driven by purchasing oats at wholesale and selling 
them in from his waggon, in the neighbourhood of Peckham. 
Carters and livery-men, he said, would generally purchase more freely, 
and not be so particular about measuring the grain over again, if they 
thought they were trading with a preaching farmer. 

‘Do you mean to cheat in measuring your grain?” said I. 

‘‘T should probably make it hold out,” said he, with a leer which 
convinced me there were better men in Pentonville prison. 

A merchant from Hounsditch also applied. I observed that he 
failed fn business within a month afterwards. One man had a ‘per- 
petual motion’ that would make our fortunes; but unfortunately, in 
examining it, I discovered a main spring slily deposited under one of 
the hollow posts, and so connected as to make the motion perpetual— 
until it ran down. 

I finally entered into co-partnership with a gentleman named Moses, 
who brought recommendations from A. SLoPER, Esq. The latter also 
assured me, in a personal interview, thut Mr. Moses was a man of honour, 
He was a manufacturer of paste blacking, water-proof for leather, 
cologne water, and bear’s grease. We took a shop in Oxford Street, at 
a rent (including back premises) of £200 per annum, and opened a be 4 
manufactory of the above articles. Mr. Moses manufactured and sold 
the goods at wholesale in various parts of the country. I kept the 
accounts, and attended to the sales in the shop, wholesale and retail. 

For some months the business seemed to be prosperous. But when 
all my capital had been absorbed, and our notes of hand for additional 
stock were falling due, our goods meanwhile having been sold on lo 
credit, I began to see the eccentricity of the credit ‘system.’ I felt. iE 
too, for many a sleepless night did I pass, tormented by the bill at the 
bank that would claim my acquaintance to-morrow. 

Mr. Moses was an intelligent looking man, of plausible manners, but 
he proved himself a scamp of ‘the first water.” The details of discovery 
would possess little interest to the reader. Our co-partnership was 
dissolved after much trouble, Mr. Moses being the purchaser of the 
entire interest for £1200 8s. 43d. on ‘the credit system.’ Before his 
note was due, he packed up ‘bag and haggage,’ and sailed for Spain: 
having swindled me most e ectuully. T hope he'll he eanthquaked. 


‘ 
° ai 
. 


TENPENNYWORTH OF UNPROTEOTED 
INNOCENCE. 


—_—~— 


T Have seen pany pattie sights in my life, but nothing like this one, 

There were five of them-—five sweet Innocents—the eldest twenty 
the next eighteen, the next sixteen, the next fourteen, the next twelve, 
the youngest ten. It was an awfully wet night, and they stood all of « 
row on the kerb- 
stone at the Regent 
Circus, all with up- 
raised hauds, feebly 
hailing a yellow 
twopenny West - 
minster Bridge 
"bus, hopeless, help- 
less, and inaudible. 
A piteous picture, 
enough to make 
one’s heart bleed ! 

‘Poor _ bleating 
lambs!" T said to 
myself, what do 
they do there, alone 
and unprotected / 
Whither would 
they wander? Do 
they, asis the wont 
of helpless female 
innocence, = gene- 
rally imagine that 
this andevery other 
‘bus, whatever the 
direction in which 
its horses’ heads are 
turned, must neces- 
sarily be going to 
the Bank? Do they desire to go to the Bank?” 

The conductor came down from the roof and stopped the "bus. The 
Innocents, in a gentle flutter of alarm, came flocking towards the door, 
and in timid little voices asked if there was any room. Poor mis 
guided Innocents! Some ill-bred elderly female and a coarse, vulgar- 
minded man elbowed them rudely on one side and scrambled in. e 
conductor counted. 

‘* How many on yer is there? There's only room for four.” 

Nate th Innocents ! they wore an expression of blank despair quite 
indescribable! But the eldest but two plucked up courage, and asked, 
tremulously, ‘‘ Will any gentleman oblige?” 

I was the gentleman nearest the door. Cerulean orbs were fixed upon 
me most beseechingly. It was awfully, brutally, disgustingly wet out- 
side, but J had not the strength to resist—who would have had ?—so I 
scrambled to the knife-board, and turned up my coat-collar. 

What a world this is, and what poor, mean, seltish, shallow, shabby 
wretches men are, as a rule!* I[ hardly like to own it, but I 
must: before I gt to Epitaux's I began to repent ; when I reached 
Waterloo House I looked upon myself as a Hass; and, arriving at the 
Lions in Trafalgar Square, I scrambled down, and, jostling an elderly 
lady into the mud, plunged inside, wet to 
the skin. 

The conductor said, ‘‘ Calls hisself a ee 
elman, I should think!” The jostled lady 
said I was ‘‘a low brute;” the five Inno- 
cents said porning, but looked at me with 
mild surprise, ey had already forgotten 
what a cruel sacrifice I had e for their 
sake. They probably wondered how I 
could be so very rough and uukind to that 
poor old lady. 

I sneaked into the spare place, loathin; 
myself and the whole world-—bitterly, an 
the omnibus on its wild career. 

But was not it ungrateful of those Inno- 
cents, after all I had done for them? Oh, 
how I wished I had left them languishing 
in their flabby helplessness, as I had seen 
them first ! at cared they for my zeal 
in their cause —my_ noble sacrifice, my 
drenched coat—a highly probable rheuma- 
tism? Yet it would have been a grand j Yi, ; 
revenge to rescue them somehow again— UMC 
only this time in a more sensational manner I began to Repent. 

—say if the "bus caught fire, for instance, . 
or the horses jumped with it over the parapet of Westminster Brid, 
only—no,on second a that wouldn't do, for I couldn't swim. 

“T’ll take your fares, please,” said the conductor, and I and several 
of the other passengers theirs, ‘‘ Now, ladies, please,” the con- 
ductor continued, addressing the Innocents. : 

The five rded each other for a moment or two with a scared look. 
But the conductor began to lose patience. ‘‘Come on, now,” he said, 
“«T can't wait here all night!” 

The youngest Innocent half rose from her seat, and spread out her 
arm as boys and girls do at school when they wish to call attention 
to their wants. ‘Oh, if you please,” she said, ‘he's outs de.” 

‘¢ There's no one outside,” the conductor answered, ‘‘ The gent's got 
inside again.” 

“Oh, if you please,” said the youngest Innocent, still with her hand 
extended, “it is not that gentleman, it’s our brother, and he's got the 
money.” 

Bui there was no brother. When I come to think of it, I had noticed 
a podgy youth of about 
fourteen,standing near 
them at the Circus; 
but when they ran to- 
wards the 'bus, he ran 
i opposite direc- 
tion. e must have 
missed them. What 
were they to do? 

The conductor was 
very rude and coarse. 
‘Don’t none on yer 
run to twopence 7" he 
said. 

“How dare you 
speak to the ladies in 
that way?” I cried in- 
dignantly. ‘If they 
will only allow me, | 
shall he most happy 
topay forthem.” And 
T plunged my hand 
sata my pocket as | 


spoke, 
But I had forgotten 
I had brought out too 
little with me that 
I fled into the Darkness, evening, and had spent 
it nearly all. 
‘“*T want twopence more. There's fiveon’em.” ° * * 

Thad not got another twopence, and, as it was, would have to walk 
home throngh the rain to Clapham, because I had not the price of the 
tram I intended to take. But it was not that. It was the shame and 
humiliation of not having another twopence. A little perky man, sit- 
ting opposite, smiled sarcastically as he produced the required sum, and 
the eldest Innocent thanked him sweetly, whgle I—I, with a savage how! 
of rage and despair, clenched my fist, and fled into the darkness. 

** Accursed Innocents!" I cried; ‘* base specimens of an ungrateful, 
faithless sex!” To this hour wey Beye never paid me back that eight- 
pence ; but perhaps that may be becanse they do not know my address. 


vats 
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There were Five of them, 
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lial, Dia Vapi IO ETS TEI Oh EE IRE 
*Allof‘emare. It happens to be the one and only rule without an exeep- 
tion.—Sioprr. 
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' TO OIRLAND. ) = Sigs 
Pot(in wen Pet luewa should I be buying a box for, plaze ? as —— : ~ = a RATHER PERSONAL. , : 
} Tradesman, To put your clothes in, [ suppose. % : SENT TO THe ACADEMY (AND REJECTED). | Doggy Man Kingratiading himself), Want to buy a nice puppy, my noble capting ? Quite 
Put, By the Powers! An’ do you wish me to go naked? ee ) Young Lady amd a Puy Dog, with nose to mateh, & Compevion for a gent li ke you, sir, : 


Ee are . 
WAY JAC 
“vOUVE COM 
{ TOT E we 
SHOP SL REX 


SPRING! (A PIOTORIAL PASTORAL). 


oth 


ad 1, ‘Tis the merry month of May, when Colins cull the 2. And when Chloes prepare sweet smiles for their 3. When the lambkint’ frisk to the melody of Damon's 


~ - A LITLE 100 SALT. fragrant posies for the noses of their Chloes Colins, The undesigning little things. pipe, regardless of mint sauce in prospective. 


; You recollect Or "spi 
t Orchardson's picture, ‘The Marriage de 
£ Conveuance,” in last year's Academy.’ Au elderly oe ° ; . wi ani 
, linked ior life, or till death—orthe Divorce Court —do part, 4. When the gentle pastor leaveth his » When Phillis and Strephon danee ou the village green to the pipe and 6, And when the old dame renovateth her 
toa young extra lady of the “ Friv,” who seems to le flock to attend the May Meeting at the far- tabor, so blithe and yay, umbrella, and burnisheth her pattens with 


of Exeter Hall. 


thinking how her one line would electrify the house 5 an eye to the genial month of May. 


Clerical Qe nth mon Cirko uljects tosmoke, and meansto mekeanesomule), May Tit qnire 
your name, sir? , ‘ 

* Conme reial, * To be sure you may, I'm Day is, from Bradford, in the stuff trace. 
What line might yours be? 

Clerical Gentleman (with irony). The spiritual, sir. ‘ 

Commercial (not noticing the irony). 1s it, though? What an awful price yon've cot 
gin up to the last fortnight! : 

he Clerical gentleman is silent till the next station, when he complains to the Guar! 


Mr, Spersnip. Bless ine, you look quite flora), I declare. 
vets Podge, 1 don't know about floor-all, Mr. 8., but I think I could floor a good many | 
im nne, 


AT THE CITY ANO SUBURBAN. 


and th 
Two's company, three's none, 


Oe i eh 


~~ 


turday, May 2, 1885.) 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


* We hace pleasure in presenting to our readers sine of the marvellous things Mr. SLOPRR his recently invented, all of which aay be % 


South Kensington nert week, 


LOPER 


INVENTIONS 


landyke de Lazyscumble, Esq (4nR.A.of many Academies.) | 


His favourite posture whilst waiting for inspiration, 


SHIED. 
__ (Not a portrait of BARON ALERT GRANT.) _ 


AT THE ACADEMY. 
This is the Sensation Pieture, Note the Art Patrons thoroughly 
__ enjoying it, 


The Dook and his Cook. 


THE OLD SOLDIER AGAIN. 


_— 


we 


| 

! 

| 1, This is SLoper’s Patent Soap, the peculi- 
| arity of which is a most Amazing Lather. 
| 


‘© ] prefer it to any other.” 
-McGooskELey. 


> 


3. Storer’s Instantaneous Photography 
‘loes not even give you time to sit down. 


© Where's Barraml ve 
I. Mosre, 


2. Bright Idea for Hunting Men: Apparatus for Raisin 
your Horse at the Highest Fences, 


4. SLoper’s Patent Reversible Bedstead, h. Stoper’s Patent Adulterated Coffee Detector, 6. Sioper’s Astonishing Invention, for 
enabling invalids to warm their own gruel which explodes with a tremendous bang, if ten enabling billiard players to grapple with any 
without the trouble of getting out of hed. grains of Chicory are surreptitiously introduced. number of impossibilities. 


THE ACADEMY PRIVATE VIEW. 


No. 99,999. The Hon. Mrs. Straightlace at Home, 
Good gracious, how very dreadful! Stop a moment, 


Ihilonthropic Old Gent. And so you say you were wounded in the Sondan? though, there must he some mistake. I> be sure, 
Whitechapel Warrior, No, sir, thank yer kindly ; it was in the calf o' me leg } 99,998 is Mrs. S.—that’s A Man in the Middle Ages 


and the small o’ me back. 


Smoking a Pipe. 


wl NE) 
ay @, E 


AFTER ALL, A MATTER OF OPINION. 


Chemist, Well, here's the two draughts. There's one for your good man, and the 
other's for the cow. If you haven't money enough to pay for both, yon had better 
take one, 

Wise. Well, well, as yon say; so T think Tl perhaps better fake the bottle or 
the cow 


| | 


142 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—— 
THe Royal Academy is a time-honoured institution, of which all 
Englishmen are justly proud, The price of admission is one shilling, 


and it is situated 
in Trafal—, that 
is to say, South 
Ken—, or rather, 
we would say —. 
But the best plan, 
perhaps, when you 
get as far as the 
Agricultural Hall, 
will be to ask a 
policeman. 

oe 


« 

Viscount M. DE 
Vocur has demo- 
lished a favourite 
dramatic legend, 
It seems that in 
his youth Mazeppa 
was tied on_ his 
own horse, which 
carried him safely 
home. In his old 
age he eloped with 
his own god. 
daughter, the child 
of a wealthy Cos- 
sack. The vis- 
count says Maz- 
eppa ultimately committed treason and fled to Turkey. This version 
of the story should commend itself to the writers of next season’s pan- 
tomimes. o* 

* 


At a‘‘ Penny Supper” Dr. Norman Kerr gave to the r of the 
‘*Emanuel Branch,” &c., he assured his guests that the Barisot and 
onion mess with which they had been regaled was twice as nourishing 
as beef. Mr. Gibson Ward used to make lentils out to be four times 
more nourishing than beef. As one old lady of the company piously 
ejaculated, ‘‘ It must be the cooking as does it!" 

* 


* 

A MAN, aged 39, met with a fearful death at some lime works on the 
Surrey Canal banks at Camberwell. The deceased was employed as 
lime burner, and had charge of a lime kiln which is of some local 
interest, it having a fire which has never been known to have been 
extinguished for the last forty years. One morning, however, the 
deceased discovered that the fire had gone out in one of the ‘‘eyes” of 
the kiln, and he informed his wife, who lived close by, that he was 
going to set the fire right. It was apparent that the deceased had gone 
into the burning kiln and attempted to renew the fire where it had 
died out, but he had doubtless become overpowered by the fumes from 
the lime, At about four o'clock his wife, missing him, went to the 
kiln, and found that the poor fellow had fallen and had heen burnt to 
death. The hody was fearfully charred, 

ef 


* 

Hewry Irvine opens the Lyceum again to-night. The new season is 
characterised by one remarkable innovation, the seats in the pit and 
lery being numbered and reserved 
er the same ——— “ os the = 
-priced parts of the house. e 
ow ig ALLY believes, a complete 
novelty in London, although it has been 
in operation in many Continental thea- 
tres for a long time, giving out satis- 
faction to the public. The king of 
seats in these portions of the house 

involves no extra expense. 


* 

Ir is bad enough when ignorant 
apothecaries undertake to prescribe 
for the poor, as they too often do. 
But when it comes to the apothe- 
cary’s wife making up prescriptions, 
accidents are sure to happen. It 
does not surprise me, therefore, to 
learn that a gentle creature who un- 
dertook this of her husband's 
functions at Iton the other day, 
was the cause of a young man’s — 
a jorum of laudanum instead of a black 
dose. He became so sleepy that he 
had to be trotted about by five con- 
stables, several doctors, and a number 
of hospital attendants to keep him awake until the effects of the opiate 
had worn off. ree 


A writer in the Age says:—I once had a gg with Mr. a 
the founder of Lloyd's Nesoaner and the ily Chronicle. e 
incident of our conversation remains with me as a curious episode of 
life. ‘‘ Have you ever been to America?” I asked. ‘‘No; I had once 
made up my mind to go, and had fixed upon the ship,” Mr. Lloyd 
answered—‘‘ the Arctic, I think she was called. Douglas Jerrold was 
ey my going, and persuaded me all he could not to venture upon it. 
‘But,’ said he, ‘if you must go, give this play into Jim Wallack's own 
hands.’ He gave me the manuscript of The Rent Day, which had been 
produced at Drury Lane. The object of my going was to see Hoe, and 
arrange for two machines on certain revised terms, so that if one broke 
down, I should have another to fall back upon. Just before the time 
for sailing I received a letter from Hoe telling me that I could have just 
all I wanted. In consequence of that letter I did not go. The ship I 
was booked for went to the bottom. Z 


A YOUNG married woman was found drowned, the other day, in the 
canal near Darlaston. It is supposed the woman drowned herself and 
infant, her parents having, it is alleged, turned her out of doors hecause 
her hqabanel was out of work. o.* 


THE evening papers are very lively of late. One moment we think 
we are going to war with Russia, 
the next peaceful negotiations 
are in progress, the next it’s all 
off again. And all for One 
*Ap'ny! Wonderful ! 


* 

A FRENCH actress who was 
graduated from the laundry 
lately asked an old manager 
what he thought was her ‘ best 
line of business.” Glancing at 
her sumptuous wardrobe, he 
replied, ‘‘The close line still, 
mademoiselle.”” e 


*. 

AN extraordinary case of 
double bigamy was lately inves- 
tigated by the Towcester muagis- 
trates. A labourer, who lived 
in the neighbourhood, married 
his wife in 1879, and, after an 
unhappy life of a year or so, 
they parted. The husband 
married again, and the woman 
also got married. Both prisoners 
admitted the offence, and were 
committed for trial at the 
assizes, oe 

* 


THE ruffian at Wednesbury, who has just been convicted of keeping a 
‘*hell” for working class boys, would have run a chance of Maing 
tarred and feathered had he carried on his abominable business in the 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


United States. The mean sneak not only taught the wretched lads to 
gamble, but cheated them Systematically. In a primitive state of 
society, he would certainly have come in for severe treatment from the 
parents, Primitive usages were not altogether devoid of merit, I think. 


We have been having some splendid weather lately ; and if it should 
continue until the Prince opens the 
Inventories, the London theatrical 
managers will begin to shake in their 
shoes again, like they did last year. 

7? 


* 

A sMaRT American writer gives the 
rpedelia J recipe for the manufacture 
of anarchists :— 

One small hall over a beer saloon. 

A saloon keeper who will trust for 
beer. 

Three or four loafers who will disenss 
the labour question. 

One long-haired crank to enrse the 
rich, 

One little red flag to wave the sigual 
for gore ; an old under-shirt will do. 

A lot of lazy idlers who despise 
work, and can hurrah for the destruc- 
tion of everything. 

** 


* 

Amoncst other suggestions which 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer re- 
ceived for his new budget is a tax of 
five per cent. on all theatre tickets 
above the value of two shillings. This 
tax, it has been suggested, ‘‘ might be 
collected as a stamp duty, after the 
manner of bankers’ cheques, ani 
would not press on the poorer classes 
of playgoers, while those who can 
afford the luxuries of stalls, hoxes, 
and dress circle would not mind the small percentage imposed.” 

oe 


* 

At the Thames Police Court a few days since a middle-aged man was 
charged with being disorderly. The charge having been proved, the follow- 
ing conversation took place between Mr. Saunders and the prisoner :— 
Mr. Saunders: ‘‘ Now, Mr. Onions, you are an old friend of mine. What 
have you to say?” Onions : ‘‘T have nothing to say, sir.” Mr. Saunders: 
“How rai times have you been convicted by me, and how many times 
by Mr. Lushington?” Onions: ‘‘I don't know, sir.” Mr. Saunders; 
‘You have been before both of us considerably over twenty times. I 
am afraid you are a very bad man, for you are either spending all your 
time in gaol or in this court. You are an intelligent man, and could 
earn a good living if you liked.” Onions: ‘I don't know why I get 
drunk, sir. There is something inside me.” Mr. Saunders: ‘ Yes, I 
should think there was something inside—very often too much there.” 

ea 


‘RosY-FOOTED May” is here again, and the apple trees in full 
blossom are a sight 
worth going some 
distance to see. If, 
however, it does not 
run to it, there is 
still bane — 
gambolling of the 
cheerful chimney- 
sweep toenliventhe ‘7 
monotony of the 7 
Londoner's life. 


* 

A SINGULAR case 
came under the ¢ 
noticeof Sir William 44 
McCormac, at St. 7 
Thomas's Hospital. 
It would appear 
that a man 29 
years had a half- 
crown tendered to 
him for the pay- 
ment of els 
ments at the Pine- 
apple Tavern, St. 

eorge’s Road, 
Southwark. While @ 
giving the change, 

e incautiously 
placed the piece of 
silver in his mouth, 
; by — means 
it became lodged in 
the throat. The 
coin was dislodged. 

* 


* 

INTELLIGENCE 
from Mexico states 
that the Colombian 
officers at Aspin- 
wall, recently selected 100 of the worst rebel prisoners, and took 
them out into the be on board a steamer, where they were thrown- 
overboard and left to drown. oe 


Mr. HENRY PorrinceR STEPHENS says:—The wealth of acti 
managers is proverbial, and the way they leap into fortune was excel- 
lently illustrated by a manager whom I met the other day. I observed 
that Mr. So-and-So, his representative in front of the house, was an 
extremely agreeable young man, and also seemed possessed of some 
amount of wealth. “Wealthy! agreeable!” cried the manager. ‘I 
should think so, Why, he came to me without any seat to his trousers, 
and before he had been with us a month he had a diamond ring, patent 
leather hoots, a sealskin waistcoat, and called me Charlie!” 

ee 


* 

One of the latest criticisms on Mr. Irving is that “in general society 
he is reserved, and has heen known to remind some persons of the late 
Lord Beaconsfield.” ee 

THE cricket season has set in, and the meditative meanderer on 
Clapham Common may 
any day get a ball in the 
eye, ear, or mouth, anil 
he called names for get- 
ting in the way. ’'Tis 
noble sport, but hurts 
a good deal. 

7 * 


* 

It is curious to note 
the different ways in 
which great men have 
looked upon a race meet- 
ing. Lord Palmerston 
would not have missed 
a Derby for the world. 
Charles Dickens vowed 
to Heaven that he could 
see nothing in it but 
vice ; Lord Beaconsfield 
was tolerably callous 
over it, but it did not 
shock his morals, The 
only thi that can 
be said about the in- 
iquity of racing is that the splendid laws which are made to ensure 
fairness prevents the atrong from being swindled—the weak must 
always go to the wall, as the Jaw of the land affcrds them no protection 
if they get ‘‘ welshed” or otherwise defrauded, 


(Saturday, May 2, 1886. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING May 97H. 


—_—~— 
May, 1'763.—George Poalmanazar, a literary im r, died 
aes le was a Frenchman of education. ne many 
adventures, he arrived in London, under the character of a Japanese 
converted to Christianity, was patronised by the great, and undertook 
the translation of the Catechism into Japanese, and wrote a history of 
the country. Some absurdities were detected, when he confessed him- 
self an impostor ; and afterwards subsisted by turning his pen to better 
employment. . 
rd May, 1758.—It is chronicled by Boyle, that on this date a r 
was laid at Newmarket by a young lady that she would ride 1, 
miles in 1,000 hours; which she accomplished in little more than a 
third of the time, At her coming in the country people strewed flowers 


8rd May, 1881.—A singular interment took place this day at the 
Sheffield Cuaary ; the first of its kind in England, The remains were 
those of an old lady who had been deaf and dumb for years. The 
mourners were all deaf and dumb, and the service was entirely con- 
ducted with deaf and dumb signs. Hitherto the service in similar 
cases had been conducted orally, and then interpreted. 


_—_ 

4th May, 1847.—Jenny Lind appeared for the first time in 
En, tp, at Her Majesty’s Theatre this day, as Alice, in Robert le Diable, 
“For a moment,” wrote the Times, ‘‘she appeared a little overcome by 
her immense reception ; but it was for a moment only, and as a oe 
and actress she had perfect possession of all her powers throughout the 


evening.” 
4th ‘a y, 1677-—Dr. Isaac Barrow, a learned divine, and a high 
cavalier, died this day, aged forty-seven. He was a great smoker, ani 
a great wit. He met Rochester one day at court, who said to him, 
“Doctor, [am your's to my shoe-tie.” Barrow bowed obsequiously 
with, ‘‘ My lord, I am your's to the ground.” Rochester returned this 
by, “ Doctor, I am your's to the centre.” Barrow rejoined, “ My lord, 
I'am yours to the antipodes,” Rochester not to be foiled by ‘‘a musty 
old piece of divinity,” as he was accustomed to call him, exclaimed, 
“Doctor, I am your's to the lowest pit of hell!” Whereupon Barrow 
turned from him with, ‘‘ There, my lord, I leave you.” 

4th May, 1880.—At Tiflis, a number of Jews were this day put on 
their trial, ch 1 with using Christian blood in their Passover cere- 
monies, and with killing a little girl for that purpose, After a six hours’ 
trial the judges acquitted them. 


5th May, 1842.—This day a policeman was shot, and two others 
wounded, by an armed. pele who had been prowling for some days 
about the neighbourhood of Highbury Barn. en pursued, he placed 
his back against a hedge, and fired two pistols when they tried to take 
him into custody. One fell dead, shot through the heart, and the other 
badly wounded. The assassin then gave himself up, and was executed 
on the 4th July. . 
5th May, 1643.—The on oe Parliament this day ordered the Book: 
of to be burned by the common hangman. 
5th May, 1825.—Garrick’s sale took place on this day. The original 
cup, carved. from Shakespeare's mulberry-tree, and presented to the 
great aotor by the Corporation of Stratford, during the Jubilee in Sep- 
tember, 1769, was then tapped down to Mr. J. Johnson, of Southampton 
Street, in the Strand, for £127 and one shilling. Garrick held this cup 
in his hand at the Jubilee, when he sang the beautiful song, composed 
hy himself for that occasion, commencing :— 
‘Behold this fair goblet, ‘twas carved from the tree 
Which, O my sweet Shakespeare, was planted by thee ; 
Asa relic, I kiss it, and bow at the shrine ; 
What comes from thy hand, must be ever divine! 
All shall yield to the mulberry tree ; 
Bend to thee, 
Blest mulberry ; 
Matchless was he 
Who planted thee ; 
And thou, like him, immortal shall be! 


6th May, 1840.—Lord William Russell was this day found 
murdered in his bedroom, at No. 14, Norfolk Street, Park Lane. His 
valet, Courvoisier, made the follo confession while in prison :- 
‘“¢ As I was coming upstairs, I thought it was all up with me.” [Lord 
William had been complaining of his conduct.] ‘‘ My character was 
me, and I thought murdering him was the only way to cover my 
faults. I went into the dining-room, and took a knife from the side- 
board. On going upstairs, I opened his door, and heard him snoring. 
There was a eushlight gee | in his room. I went near the bed by 
the side of the window, and then I murdered him. He just moved his 
arm a little, and never spoke a word. I took a towel, which was on the 
back of a chair, and wiped my hand and the knife. The towel I put 
over his face, and undres and went to bed.” Courvoisier was 
executed on the 6th July. His appearance upon the scaffold was the 
for a shout of execration from the thousands assembled below; 
but he ris ee totally unmoved, and stood firm while the executioner 
fastened the noose, He died after a brief struggle. 


7th May, 1848.—On this day it was discovered that all the 
watches on board the British schooner Henry Curwen and the chrono- 
meter had stopped, and, on referring to the three compasses on board, 
they were found to point different ways, and were entirely useless. 
About two hours afterwards the watches and chronometer recommenced 
going, and the compasses resumed their position. This event occurred 

” north and ‘ long., at 4 a.m. 

7th May, 1875.—The German mail-steamer Schiller, running from 
New York to Hamburg, was this day wrecked on the Retarrier ges, 
near the Bishop Lighthouse, Scilly, and over three hundred lives were 
lost. Forty-three persons were saved alive. Of these only one was a 
woman. Sir Cloudesley Shovel, with a number of his officers and crew, 
and a portion of his fleet, was lost on these rocks, October 22nd, 1707. 

7th May, 1849.—Macready, the celebrated egos was this day 
hissed from the stage of the Astor opera-house in New York. 


8th May, 1868.— Alexander Arthur Mackay, aged eighteen, this 
day murdered his mistress, Emma Grossmith, of Artillery > 
Norton Folgate, by beating her with a rolling-pin and furnace-rake. 
He escaped from the scene of the horrid crime, but was apprehended 
the following month at Maidstone, and executed on the 8th of September. 

8th May, 15385.—Henry VIII. this day had his head shaved, and 
commanded all about his court to follow his example. In England, 
formerly, the business of a barber was united with the n’s, and 
he was denominated a barber-surgeon. By an Act of He IIL, 1540, 
‘*No person using any shaving or barbery in London shall occupy any 
surgery, letting of blood, or other matter, except only drawing of teeth.” 


Oth May, 1671.—This day witnessed one of the most extraordinary 
attempts at robbery recorded in the annals of crime. Thomas Blood, an 
Irish desperado, disguised as a clergyman, attempted, with two accom- 
plices, to carry off the crown and regalia from the Tower. He was, how- 
ever, seized, and thrown into prison. There he was visited by Charles 
II., whom he so alarmed by a statement—that he was at the head of a 
large band of conspirators, who would certainly avenge his death—that 
the king not only purdoned him, but gave him a pension of £500 a year. 
‘* At last our famous hero, Colonel Blood, seeing his proiects all would 
do no , and that success was still to him denied, fell sick with grief, 
broke his great heart, and died.” 

9th May, 1817.—A New York paper of this date announces that in 
Montgomery county, Mr. Jesse Johnson, being 18 or 19 years of age, 
and four feet one inch high, and weighing about 75 pounds, was marrie| 
to Miss Nancy Fowler, about 26 or 37 years of age, six feet two inches 
high, and weighing about 250 pounds. 

h May, 1776.—Ellen Ellis, at Beaumaris, in Anglesea, this day gave 
birth to a child, in her 72nd year. 

9th May, 1871. —Eliza Jane Cook, a young married woman in 
straightened circumstances, this day threw two of her children and her- 
self into the River Lea, at Clapton. A little girl was rescued, but the 
mother and a boy were drowned. There have been such things as sui- 
cides from books. Cleombrotos, the Academic philosopher, killed him- 
self after reading Plato's Phadon, that he might enioy the happiness of 
the future life so enchantingly described. Fraulin von Lass rowned 
herself in spleen after reading Goethe’s Sorrows of Werther. 
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THE HOUSE-PAINTER AND HIS 
DAUGHTER. 


—— 
In Cherry Tree Court was old Stephen's abode 

(The third court on the left out of Pomegranate Road) ; 
A house-painter he, as you p'r’aps have heard tell, 

A whitewasher, plumber, and glazier as well. 


A daughter he had, and a 'prentice beside 

(The latter his hope, and the former his pride) ; 
‘These two fell in love as a matter of course— 
Miss Janet the girl, and the lad, Abel Morse. 


Abel thought matters over, and thus he began : 
“*1'm wan! to marry your daughter, old man.” 
And the old man replied, with an ireful shout, 
“You booby, dolt, blockhead, and idiot—get out!” 


“You Idiot! Get out!" 


But Abel was never discou at this, 

And still paid his suit to the house-painter’s Miss ; * 

Till papa soften’d down, and this one promise made, 

‘© You shall marry her when you can rise in your trade.” 


So Abel rose early each morn with the lark, 

And slaved like a nigger each day till 'twas dark, 
And accomplish’d a task such as never was seen, 
For he painted a house-front a gorgeous pea-green. 


In sure expectation approval to tind, 

He went to old Stephen, who thus spoke his mind, — 
“Yon shan’t have my daughter, young Abel—that’s flat, 
Unless you can doa eal Dotter’ than © t. 


The lad tarn’d about, and house-painting forsook, 
Read all about landscapes in Thin ie’s book, 
Then painted some mountains with wonderful ease, 
A lake and two castles, six men, and twelve trees. 


This t work he sold for bright shillings twice ten, 
Then hurried away to old Stephen again ; 

But Stephen, ferocious, cried, ‘‘ What are you at! 

If you want to wed Janet, do better than that.” 


Next portraits he tried, and he work’d with a will, 

He put faces on canvas with marvellous skill—- 

Painted eyes, ears, and mouths, cheeks, lips, chins, and locks, 
With the brilliantest colours he had in his box. 

Exultant and proud, to old Stephen he went, 

Not doubting this time that he must be content ; 

Said papa, as he grinn’d like a lunatic cat, 

‘*Tf you want to wed Janet, do better than that.” 


He hung himself up, 


Unbash’d and uncrush’d, the determined young Morse 
Went his way, and remark’d, ‘There is only one course ; 
At my faces and trees let him scoff as he may, 

I will force his respect—I'll become an R. A. 


So he wore his best clothes, and he dined with great men, 
And he lo’ here and there with the Upperest Ten, 
And haunted live Dukes and Lord Mayors, till his fame 
Grew so great that they tack’d an R.A. to his name. 


Then straight to old Stephen he rush’d in his joy, 
As pleased as an innocent child with its toy ; 

But the veteran, poorly controlling his rage, 
Made use of expressions unworthy of age. 


He shriek’d, ‘‘Oh, you ruffian! false, reckless, disgraced, 
How completely my hopes have in you been misplaced ; 
My daughter shall marry a man of some nous, 

Not a dauber fit only for Burlington House. 


‘* You've debased ~ profession, you've ruined your lot ; 
What, marry my daughter ! indeed you shall not ; 

"Tis in vain o’er my feelings I try for restraint, 

When I think how you’ve wasted your time and your paint.” 


Despairing and sad at this language unkind, 

Young Abel, dejected, went loose in his mind ; 

He wander'd about, grew distraught and distraughter, 

And raved of his love for the house-painter’s daughter ; 

‘Till one day, in his sorrow and soul-burning grief, 

A victim he fell to a foolish belief ; 

In mistake for a picture—oh, pity his case ! 

He hung himself up—by the neck—in its place. 

Then old Stephen remark’d—and his manner was cool 

‘* Poor Abel! he always was worse than a fool.” 

While Janet one day, t’wards the end of the summer, 

ook and married a highly respectable plumber. 
ei 


SPORTS, PASTIMES, ET CETERA, TO COME. 


‘Take a note of.” 
_ lst May (Friday 
by a member of the Stock Exchange. 


Lyceum, Hamlet. 

4th Ma: 

Holiday in S 

5th May {iuegday) —Newmarket First Spring Meeting. 
h May 


Gaiety, 
Oth May (Saturday). Half quarter day. Bolt the doors. 


) —Matinée at the Prince’s Theatre. Comedy 


nd May (Saturday).—M. Rivicre’s morning performance at 
the Empire." Recollect the vexatious litigation. ’Enery Irving at the 


y Peonday), Shilling day at Royal Academy. Bank 


,, ot ednesday).—‘‘Two Thousand Guineas.” Those 
1ot down at the races might go and see Miss Vane, at the matinée at the 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
—~— 
*,* We are not responsible yor the compositions printed, wise or otherwise, 
Here they are exactly as they are sent to us. 


PaRADISE VILLA, PecKWwAM Ryg, April 29th, 1885. 


Deangst, kINDEST Miss SLoper,—I am a timid maiden ever striving 
to hide my woes from the rude and sneering world, but to you in the in- 
nocence and simplicity of my heart I fly for comfort in my deep afflic- 
tion—I a4! almost say bereavement. My tale is short, but full of 
sorrow, I loved a gentle youth. Upon him I lavished all the intensity 
of my first affections. He was handsome; gifted, 1 may say, with a 
wild unearthly Lares which captivated my fond and foolish heart. 
Though of lowly birth, he was one of nature's noblemen ; but alas! 
compelled to toil for his daily bread in the shop of a sordid linen- 
draper, but, as he has often told me, his soul despised even the finest of 
calico, and his ambition soared far above the three-halfpenny reels 
which were his master’s leading article. He told me that “seeking after 
the beautiful he had found me.” Wasn't his language exquisite? Dil 
Lord Bob ever address rm like that ?—but to return to my tale. He 
besought me to join my fate with his—to fly with him and be happy for 
ever. All was arranged, when, will you—can you believe it tthe very 
day before our hands and hearts were to be joined, he, my beautiful, 
was taken up for trigomy. Weep for me, dear Miss SLOPER, weep for 
the ever-despairing, ATILDA. 

P.S.—When I recover a bit I will send my photo, and please send the 
£2 2s. by return. 


THE DEMON DYSPEPSIA. 


A DEMON stands behind my chair, 
And watches what I swallow ; 

When rich and savoury the fare, 
Most poignant pangs will follow ! 

1 taste a tart—that demon digs 
Me in the chest directly, 

As though to say, ‘‘ Come, stop your rigs, 
And eat more circumspectly !” 

A glass of ale, and heartburn’s mine ; 

ork leads to torments dire ; 

And when on dainty bits I dine, 
I rouse my Master’s ire. 

But when on mutton roast I feed, 
And sip my behing fess, 

He smiles approvingly—indeed, 
He dubs me “‘ wise old body !” 

You ask his name—that is no doubt 
A very natural question : 

He is the direst demon out— 
His name is INDIGESTION ! ! 


SOLD!—A Fact. 


Ancry! I should think I was angry! And with 1 reason too! 
Just listen for a minute, and judge for yourself whether 1 have not a 
right to be é 

must tell you that I am particularly tond of mushrooms, and always 
order them of my greengrover as soon as they are in season. Well, a 
few weeks ago I was standing at my front gate, when up came a couple 
of country-looking fellows, one of whom carried a handkerchief full of 
iticent mushrooms. 

“Will yer buy ‘em, gov'nor?” said he. ‘‘ Yes,” I answered, “and 
as many more as you can find.” And I gave him a shilling for them. 

Every morning these fellows brought me a splendid dish of mush- 
rooms, and every morning I paid them as at first up to to-day. However, 
this = ‘hl they had not proceeded very far when they began to 
quarre' 

“It ain't fair,” said one; ‘you said halves, and I ain't a-goin’ to 
take bag (exalt “You won't get no more,” answered the other. 
‘Then I'll split on ‘yer, and tell the bloke,” threatened the first. ‘1 
don’t care if yer do,” replied the second, ‘they're all gone now.” 

5 k came Rogue Number One. ‘‘I say, guv'nor,” he began, 
‘about them there mushrooms.” 

“Well,” I asked, ‘‘ what about them?” 

‘*D'ye know where they come from!” ‘ No,” Ireplied, with horrible 
misgivings respecting poisonous fungi; ‘‘where?” ‘Why, from your 
own dung-heap,” was the answer, and then he loafed off. 

course I made inquiries, and discovered it to be true. 

«Law, sir,” said my coachman, ‘if 1'd known you wanted em, | 
could have picked yer a bushel.” 

Now, it isn’t the money that I mind, but I do hate being made a fool 
of. So I think I have good reason for being angry, don't you ? 


—_——_>———_—_ 


A LAMENT. 
ADDRESSED TU ALL WHOM IT MAY CONCERN. 


Auas! ulack! oh, deary me! 
Had ever girl so hard a fate ! 
Yo think that I should live to sec 
A thing enough to aggravate 
A saint! How my unlucky state 
Mocks me with what I too might be! 
O Hymen! now it is too late. 


Oh, would that I from heaven might bring 
Vengeance for man’s broken vow. 
Oh, wounded hearts, the Court's the thing ; 
For damages we all allow 
Can smooth poor woman’s furrowed brow. 
But I another tune must sing, 
For I, alas! am married now. 


——~—-—___——_—_ 


HE GOT INTO PRINT. 


ANYONE may make a joke once in his life. A man named Blenkinsop 
did this, and sent it to “‘ ALLY SLoper’s HaLr-HouiDay.” ALLY, ever 
ready to recognize wit, at once inserted it. It wasa line and a half in print. 
Mr. Blenkinsop purchased two copies of the “‘ HaLF-Hotrpay” that week. 
One he sent to his friends, with a blue pencil-mark round Ads line and a 
half, with an intimation that they were to send it to ¢heir friends, and 
soon. From the other he cut out the jokelet, and had it bound in two 
volumes, half-calf extra, with this inscription on the back in old English— 


“Blenkinsop’s Corks.” 


N.B,—He could never make another joke. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


True.—If punning is the lowest kind of wit, it must, then, be the 
Joundation of all wit. 

ScanDaLovs !—The friendship of two young ladies is always a plot 
against a third one. 

‘© WHERE there's : will there’s away,’ as the young man said when 
he eloped with the fuir legatee. 

“‘T LIVE in my love's eye,” said languishing Jones. ‘I believe you, 
ny boy,” said rude Brown, ‘‘ for she’s got u stye in it.” 

Con. FoR Country Justices. —-How many acres go to make a wise- 


acre ¢ 5 : 
“7 pisé for information,” said Mr. ——. MP. ‘I'm so glad,” 
said Mr. , M.P., ‘‘for you certainly want some.” 


To ALL WHOM IT MAY CONCERN.—-Some people who set up for being 
funny fellows had much better sit down again. 
DyspPertTivaL.—Some folks eat duck for all the world like perfect 


ese. 
Most shoemakers are obliged to “ stick to their awl,” because it’s all 
they have to stick to. 
INT TU CERTAIN PUBLICANS.-—Some bitter beer is so uncommonly 
well hopped as to have almost hopped into water. ‘i 


| 


- - ———— 


ONE WIFE TOO MUCH. 
By the Author of ‘Two Babies Too Many.” 
p= 
CHAPTER XXII.—(Tue Last.) 
HE IS NOWHERE. 

HE has tvo, of course, turned up in a hungry condition, and if we 
can't get him a Tichborne estate or something of that kind, he will 
want to live on us; and how, otherwise than in a cannibalistic sense, 
he is going to do that is a puzzler. 

Rat! tat! tat! Here are the Girls. 

The tirst Girl has hugged and wept over me. So has the second. 1 
have been hugged aud 
wept over by all three. 

“Oh, why did we 
ever leave you!” says 
Bathsheba. ‘‘ And how 
could you think you 
could ever manage all 
by yourself?" 

“Whatdo youmean!” 
I ask, as calmly as 1 
can. 

“Did not our poor 
mother say he was not 
to be trusted alone!” 
says Cassandra. 

“What do you mean!” 
I inquire, smothering 
my feelings to the best 
of my ability. 

“But it is all that 
woman,” cries Ursula, 
. “It is she who has led 
our poor, dear, unhappy, misguided brother into these wild excesses !" 

‘*What do you mean!” I roar in tones of thunder, of which none of 
the Girls take the slightest notice. 

‘‘ And where is she?” they ask one another, as though they, arriving 
suddenly thus, ought to be altogether the best people to give one 
another every information upon the subject. ‘Where she ought to be? 
No! At her husband's side? Certainly not! Where then! Ah!!!" 

‘* But look here,” I say: ‘‘she does not know about all this, and her 
long-lost father’s beri: ed is as great a surprise to her as to me——" 

“Another case of Twopenny!” exclaims Bathsheba. ‘But, of 
course, our poor, weak, put-upon, and victimised brother will not again 
be the pitiful dupe he was before.” 

Confound this way of sympathising! but at the same time I am 
resolved. And as I remember once up- 
on the——Bother that, though! -- 
suffice it to say I AM RESOLVED ! 


* * * . * * 
Another rat—tat—tat! This time 
it is Mrs. Penny and her long-lost 
father, to whom Clarissa opens the 
yl and they go into the parlour 
er. 


Tu the Rescue. 


thsheba says, ‘Everything de- 
pends on our first step. Let it be 
decisive. Let us go in a body and con- 
front them!” 

I somehow hardly think this will be 
the best plan. On the whole, 1 would 
rather do what confronting there has 
to be done by myself, and I presume 
that I, who on—but no matter —— 

In the parlour I find Mrs. Penny and 
her long-lost father. I do not take 
much notice of Mrs. Penny, but tix my 
eye firmly on her long-lost father, who 
is seated. As I fix him, however, 
he rises, and, indeed, goes on rising to 
such an alarming height that I have 
to tilt my head backwards to keep 
pace with him, and before I can re- 
cover from the surprise at finding that 
Mrs. Penny's long-lost is so long when 
found, Mrs. Penny has introduced him thus: ‘My papa, General Pinner, 
and the General himself has laid his two hands upon my shoulders, and 
said, looking down upon me from somewhere near the ceiling, ‘‘ Penny, 
I’m glad to meet you. She’s a treasure, sir, is my girl. You treat her 
well, and are kind. to her. She says so, and I am glad to hear it. Iam 
glad to meet you!”” And he smacks me—Major Penny—on the back!!! 
A person I know, who writes plays that auswer, tells me you should 
work steadily up to your denouement, and bring down your curtain 
sharp, without any on dialogue. 

As briefly as possible, then, allow me to state that Mrs. Penny’s long. 
lost father has for the last two years been lost in the centre of South 
Africa, something after the manner of the late Dr. Livingstone, only 
Mr. Stanley did not go out to find him. It would appear he earned 
the rank of General in the American Civil War, and in the centre of 
Africa acquired colossal wealth. I must confess that hitherto my 
estimate of American Generals has been small, but there somehow 
seems no disputing General Pinner as an enormous fact many feet long. 

* * * * * * 

There is a penene at the street door, and a clatter of hoofs upon the 
doorstep. The Twins have arrived ! 

‘Fine boys,” the General says, “remarkably fine boys. Home for 
the holidays, I suppose? I am glad of that. I love to see boys at their 
sports. at games we shall have in the back garden!” Hooray! 

‘*T never heard of any one before of the name of Penny,” says the 
General, “ but the name of Twopenny is that of a dear old friend whom 
I would give the world to meet again, and lend a helping hand to, if he 
wants it. He saved my life!” 

Perhaps it’s our Twopenny, and he is coming to live with us. Hoo- 


The General. 


ray = ! : 
‘This pill-box of a place is unendurable,” says the General, dashing his 
head for the tenth time against the hall lamp. ‘‘We must get some- 
thing larger, and not in a confounded deadly-lively suburb like this. 
Something in Park Lane will do, and the Girls can live with us as well.” 
I wonder what position I am to occupy! Once more, Hooray ! 
7 * 


* * . * 
‘ Please, sir, a man has left this,” says Clarissa. 
What's this? Oh, I see: it’s only Pail, the detective, who has caught 
the man who killed the Gander, and I am subponed as a witness! 
Ho-0-0-0-ray !!! 


CURTAIN. 
(No call.) 
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(Continued from last week's ** HALt -Houmpay. ) 


“DEAD-HEADS” AT A TRAGEDY. 
The seven who got a box given to them gratis. One bill among 
the lot, and gave sixpence to the attendant, 


. —y 
| Round 1.--On coming up to the scratch, # : , 

| great difference was perceptible in the men- Being neatly countered in the bread-basket, 
| Prodgers being rather fleshy, but very confident. 

| He ietuediately led off with his left, but— 


wmv RATE 


A HAPPY FAMILEE. 
Tou be seen at Auty's “ Inventories.’ 


= 
LA 
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Round 3.—Prodgers came up wildly, and 


investing heavily on the lamp-post with his 
head, fell froin the force of his own blow. 


and getting his adversary in chancery, pegged 
away merrily till — : 


== i. 


] . 
Round 4.—Both came up smiling (Prodgers About this time the police put in an Nor this.--Magistrate; ‘For the assault 
on the wrong side of his heey Letting appearance. Prodgers never bargained for on the boy, 20s. or a month ; on the female, 
out his right, it landed on the bonnet of an this. 20s. or a month; on the police, 20s. or # | 
‘What a shame to put my poor dear Alderman in a corner next | Qld Lady (who was endeavouring to make month.” Prodgers has left the ring. Vu 
Hist te Sunset ;' it quite takes the colour out of his dear | peace) with great effect. challenges will be attended to. 
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HOW TO OBTAIN A “CRUSHING” SUCCESS. 


Bribe the Hanging Committee to fix your picture with 
defective nails. 


A FEW OF THEM. 
ey aliucutens Fe thought you would like it; and now, what do you cun- | s 
sider its most remarkable points? This is pour Potter at the Academy oP . FROM 
; Conscientious Artist. Well, there's three to begin with—bad drawing, worse | trying to get uy wn « ccitenieat about. bik ae ee | Stout Party. Ugly thi Ht 2 iD INT © F VIEW. al 1. ‘Real 
colour, and a total absence of chiaroscuro, : ; posing“all day long in front of it. It won't do, though, Stout Parly. Ugly things, atter ull, these race ‘osses ; too much leg, #!! to pass witl 
[hat else there was goodness viily knows, but luckily he left off. * Potter! | no roundness in the body. 
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